
Scone	  Advocate,	  Wednesday	  24	  May	  1978	  
	  
John	  Henry	  was	  my	  first	  flying	  instructor.	  It	  was	  a	  tragedy	  made	  even	  more	  tragic	  by	  the	  fact,	  with	  all	  
those	  hours	  of	  flying,	  that	  John	  would	  have	  to	  die	  in	  a	  motor-‐car.	  
	  
And if that is not enough, the other couple who died in the other vehicle were Murrurundi locals. The wife 
was born and raised on our next-door neighbouring property, ‘The Big Flat’ (Scotts Creek).  
  
She was one of ten children. 
  
Further, the tragedy must also be viewed with the coincidence that this woman’s youngest brother died in a 
car crash near the same spot, aged 21, about ten years earlier. 
	  
	  
	  
	  
	  

	  


